100,000 

model builders 
can't be wrong! 



If you're on* of the well over 100.000 
model fans, who hove used and built 
successful models from MECHANIX 
tlLUSTRATED model plans, ihen you 

know how easy il is lo build with an 

Ml plan. ; 



You know all plans are ful 
permit construction directly 
plan. You know all plans 
easy-to-understand exploded and 
step-by-step perspective drawings, 
photos and a complete bill of ma- 
terials. But ... if you've never used 
an Ml plan, haw do you know 
you're getting value, fhe best buy 
in the field? The answer is in the 
well over 100,000 builders who 
hove built models from Ml plans. 
Order any of these suner-plons 
today and see (or yourself. We 
guarantee you'll be a satisfied 
builder. Fill in the coupon below. 
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SHOES AND SOCKS 



By Walter Farmer 



THE customer was a big man. rather flash- 
ily dressed. He had massive shoulders and 
almost no neck. He had cauliflower ears and his 
nose was a bit flat. There was a large picture of 
a race horse on his hand-painted necktie, 

Neil Cunningham took all this in at a glance 
and then surmised, "He'll want yellow shoes, 
about size 12 D." 

"What can I do for you, sir?" asked Neil, 
politely. 

"Pair of brogans like are in the window, the 
yellow ones," said the man in a voice that 
seemed to come up from the cellar. He squeezed 
his rug body into a chair and raised a foot toward 
the little stool where Neil squatted, ready to 
remove his shoe. 

He was a customer quickly and easily sat- 
isfied. He tried on a pair of expensive shoes, 
liked them, said, "1*11 take them." 

Neii looked sharply at the $50 bill handed to 
him by the big customer, but he didn't alter 
his smiling expression as he asked, "Anything 
else, sir? Socks? Overshoes?" 

"Nothing else," grunted the man. "And I 
haven't got all day." 

"Yes. sir. I'll take the shoes back and wrap 
them for you sir," said Neil, moving toward the 
back room. Once out of the customer's sight, 
he examined the $50 bill carefully. 

"It looks counterfeit!" thought Neil. "I'm 
almost sure it is. Yet I'm not positive. And I 
can't risk offending the customer by question- 
ing him about it if this bill should turn out to 
be genuine. What'll I do?" He gave the problem 
several seconds of swift thought. 

Presently he returned to the front of the store, 
rang up the sale on the cash register, made 
change, and carried the change and the package 
to the big customer. 

"Here you are. sir," he said. "Thank you. 
Please call again." 

"Yeh." grunted the big man and departed. 

Neil looked at his watch, impatiently. It 
would be only a few minutes till Miss Meeker, 
the cashier, would be coming back from lunch, 
but he was very anxious to find out about that 
bill. When at last she entered, he met her at the 




door with, "Don't take off yourTtat. SKip down 
to the bank with this and see if it's counterfeit. 
I think it is. Call me from the bank as soon as 
you find out." 

She was halfway up the street when he re- 
membered to add. "Please." 

Miss Meeker's phone call from the bank con- 
firmed his suspicions. She was so excited she 
all but screamed her report. "Yes. the bank says 
it's counterfeit. Very clever job though. Not 
everybody would have noticed." 

When he got the excited young woman off the 
phone, Neil called police headquarters. 

"You should have kept him there when you 
were suspicious of the bill," reprimanded a de- 
tective. "Now we may never be able to find 
him again." 

"Oh, he'll come back here," declared Neil, 
confidently. 

"I doubt it." said the detectivf. "Guys who 
pass phony money don't make a habit of doing 
business over and over in the same place. They 
don't repeat." 
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a description of the counterfeiter. Neil hoped the 
policeman would be there when the crook re- 
turned. The phone rang. He answered. It was 
Miss Meeker, calling again from the bank, Her 
shrill, loud voice crackled the receiver. 

"Did you call the police? The man here at 
the bank says you should've notified the fed- 
eral authorities." 

Neil raised his head to look at the opening 
door. The big man who had passed the counter- 
feit b^l was entering the store. He had moved 
halfway toward Neil when the receiver crackled 
shrilly, ". . . the F.B.I, wants to catch this 
counterfeiter." 

The big man stopped and turned back toward 
the door, quickly. Neil dropped the phone and 
bounded toward him, catching his arm. The man 
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swung a ham-hke list at Neil's head and 
sent htm staggering toward the door. Neil fell 
against the door frame, jarred and dizzy, clutch- 
ing the frame for support. 

'"Get out of my way, wise boy, or I'll kill 
you!" growled the big man. 

Instead of obeying, Neil lunged at him. He 
had been a pretty fair boxer in the Navy, but 
he was no heavyweight. His opponent had at 
least a 40-pound advantage. Neil threw fast 
lefts and rights at the huge crook, raining 
blows on the man's midsection and face. At 
the same time he moved artfully, ducking and 
dodging, trying desperately to keep out of the 
way of his opponent's pile-driver fists. 

T^TEIL knew that if the big, cumbersome man 
^ was able to get in one solid blow with 
his roundhouse right it would be curtains for 
Neil. His own knuckles were skinned and 
bleeding, his breath was coming in short gasps. 
But by feinting, dodging, ducking, maneuver- 
ing, he was able to keep the big man busy. 

The latter suddenly changed tactics. He 
spread his huge arms and clutched Neil in a 
bear hug. He wrestled the shoe clerk off the 
ground and squeezed him until Neil felt that 
his ribs were breaking. 

"Now, smart boy, I'll break you in two!" 
grunted the giant. "Blow the whistle on me. 
would you? Send for the cops, would you? I'll 
tear you apart." 

Neil believed every word of it. The gorilla- 
like man, in his fury, would certainly kill him. 
He couldn't wait for the police. He must do 
something to save himself. 

Wriggling desperately, he drew back his right 
foot and kicked hard at his opponent's shm. 
The man yelped and relaxed his grip slightly, 
Neil punched himself free for a moment. He 
grabbed a shoe tree from a show case top. In 
the same motion, he leaped toward his adver- 
sary and brought his feet down hard on top 
of the other's toes. 

The counterfeiter howled with pain. Instinc- 
tively, he bent over to grab at his hurt feet. 
A< he did so, Neil swung the shoe tree down. 



VRVEL, |R 

hard. It cracked resoundingly on the crook's 
skull. He went down in a heap. 

Neil, his last ounce of energy expended, col- 
lapsed and sprawled across his fallen foeman. 

A piain clothes detective entered the Store, 
accompanied by a uniformed policeman. 

"Hey, where is everybody?" he called. "Huh! 
Looks like a fight! Two bodies on the floor 1" 

"Hello," said one of the bodies, rising. "I'm 
Neil Cunningham. This is the fellow who passed 
the counterfeit bill." 

"Holy smoke!" exclaimed the policeman, get- 
ting a better look. "I know him. That's One- 
Punch Rosen. Used to be a club tighter before 
he got into the rackets. Now he's got a record 
as long as your arm. So, he's the guy who's 
been flooding the town with queer dough!" 

"You must be some fighter, Cunningham, to 
knock him out," declared the detective. 

"Well, he almost finished me." said Neil, 
wryly. "I couldn't outbox him and I couldn't 
out-wrestle him so I had to use strategy. I 
jumped on his corns and then hit him with a 
shoe tree." 

"Corns? If he was a stranger how'd you know 
he had corns?" 

"I'd be a mighty poor shoe clerk if I didn't 
recognize corns when I saw them," responded 

Neil. 

"Well, you did a good job here." commended 
the detective. He turned to the policeman. 
"Smitty, you'd better clamp the bracelets on 
One-Punch, Then get some water to throw in 
his face. We may as well wake him up so he 
can walk to his cell." 

A S the policeman busied himself, the de- 
tective turned once again to Neil, saying, 
"I still can't understand what made you so sure 
he'd come back here!" 

"That was easy," replied Neil. "You see, 
when I suspected his bill was phony, I simply 
put shoes that were two sizes too small in his 
package. I knew he wouldn't be afraid to bring 
them back because I could see that he thought 
I was completely fooled by his counterfeit 
money!" 

THE END 
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DAISY'S FAMOUS 

COWBOY CARBINE 
for Christmas! 

Feast your eves on I In.-, Imskv, si might -stiool in' saddle )(iin 
—the worM-fmrioiis DAISY RED RYDER COWBOY 
CARBINE— the best Christmas Gift any boy can get! 
Carry and shoot tins genuine Western style Saddle Carbine 
— enjoy its realistic feel, action, looks. Ask Dad to buy you 
one for Christmas now! Tell him you'll follow Daisy's 
Safety Shooting Rules— just as millions of boys have since 
1868! Only S-1.EI5 with Ecfitliw Saddle Thong attached to 
Carbine Ring! At your favorite liardwunr, sport pooda or 
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